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BOUT twenty. years
back I had a rare
privilege of meeting a

great Asian author: Syed
Waliullah. It was an eve-
ning get-together of the

city’s intelligentsia. His
fair face was wreathed
in smiles In reply to a
question  of mine he let

me 'know very courteous-

acclaimed by critics and  lo*
vers of literature alike, ‘“Thro*

ugh the pages of this book, 2
country and its . dustoms, alf
most unknown to France, arg

painted with  small,  delicate
strokes that' show the eternal

nature of man,” wrote  Aux
Ecoutes du Monde,
vy B.,mgz,nd« siy, Lal
created & furore whux it first .
'xppu:t:(d in 1949, and  since

then it has seen many impre*

Shalu
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them llved in Paris for
quite some time. But, as
he' disclosed, he did come
in contact with persona
lities like Andre Marlaux,

Graham Greene,. Louis
VAragon, Pablo Neruda,
Stephen  Spender  ang
50 on. ‘

By = all means he re-

one of the great
writers of fiction in Asia.
On 16 March, 1967, the
English translation of his
celebrated Bengali novel
Lal Shalu was  simulta-
neously

v

ly that he nnd not been
very close to  Jean Paul
Sartre - though = both of

published from

\ Minerva ‘Books,
with any a;seer_lation and me-
rvits careful study, Magsud de=»

e etimate of Sved

ssions, e ; i

An esvayist in his own rigiit,
Bayed Abul Magsud has estab-
lished himself as a literary cri~
tic and . researcher  into . ‘thie

novelist of Bangladesh of inters

national repute, His two-volus
Walivilal
is as exhaustive as it is thought~
provoking,  Syed  Waliullahr
Jibay, () Sahitya, published by
is .comparable

serves  unrestrained and fuill- .
throated ' applause for the
painstaking labour he had to up
dergo in the process of collec™

-~ ting a large  body of materials

for this project. Often dispas”

* slonate in his asscssmcnt he has

presented Waliullah in hxs totg -~
lity —as a mnan, an author and
a citizen of the world. He nevet

In what is
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them ‘but gm‘ng, raaddening
hunger, One day in the month
of July when the sun was higls,
the wind suddenly died down,
But it was a | good day for
'spear-fishing in the flooded rice
flelds, A fish could bardly move
without the whole world know
ing it; and on¢ detected, it did
not play around for long., Thuy
on a still day when a {ish cuuid
not mmake the slightest move
menl without betraying its pres
sence and getting speared, Ma-
jeed entered Mahabbatpur, Car-
rying hardly anvthing, he imme-
.diately struck root im the soil,
deeper than ilie roots of the
dargest tree inlthe village,

< *"You are all blind” be cried
ont accusingly, You are ignor-
ant men, men without under-
standing, If you were not, then
chow could you have, left  tlhe
grave—no it 1§ ‘not a mere

grave—how could you have left

the mazar like

(A

unattended

Syecl Waliuilah, who lived {or
only 49 years, held various im-
portant positions at home and
~abroad, Married to Anne-Marie
Louis Rositta Marcel Thibaud
in 1955, he won the PEN award
the same year for his drama
Bahipir, 'For about. a ' de~
cade since 1955 he almost
ceased writing and in

1964 has second novel Chan-

der Amabashya saw the light

of day and the third one, Kan-
do Nodi Kando, came out four
years later. Besides two other
plays, Taranga' Bhanga and

@

Chicago, London and To- EHOW* 1:}5 vaa t? bzvbll_m]lltg ?urtanga, }f)e‘_}publishéd two col-
y-cmotion so that aliulla ections of short stories. name-
i}?:t%}lquﬁgg the aegis of gets the most d‘zsirablc‘;ritgcle : ]y!‘ Nayanchara and Dui Teer:
: { appreciation  through the per ' His unpublished English works
Titled Tree Without Roots,  of Magsud, ' are Ugly Asians (dealing with
it was ‘trapslated by ~ Anne- In a sensc, Lal Shalu is. » Socio-political issue), No Amar-
Marie Thibaud, Qaiser Rashid,  perfect social portrait of thiz nath (novel) and How Does
, | Jeffrey Gibian and Malik Kha“  small country where foo many  One Cook Beaus (an Asian’s ad-
. | yyam. Titled I/arbre sans va“  pepple live and suffer endless — venture in France). ;
.| cines, the French vendering by - privations. 'The author throws Of all  other’ fine arts,
;'] Anne—Marie Thibaud was pub*  Jight on a section of hypocri” - painting remained his first love:
¢ | lished in 1965 by Editions du tical priests who cash in on the . Besides drawing abstract paint-
5, 1 Seuil in Paris. Earlier in 1960 creduility ‘of the simple, upsopr ings, more often than not he
d | it was rendercd into Urdu by =~ histicated village Toik, foh 2 madé skétches 'of ‘his friends.
N} Kalipullah and was published px_o‘[oundr' ,{”;‘g“ : (m‘ti’ 3“; - His review of Zubeida Agha's
‘( by the Writers' Guild in Karas milicu, \{“*IVNI e }‘1,:_ paintings made him known as
n\ chi, Suffice it to sa¥ that the i;xc'tol"s 1?$§)(7115}}110 f?r SXPOL& o art critic, What is, remar-
81 hovel's circulation in two in- tation of the villagers, kable about Magsud is that he
o ternational  language was  a Thoroughly  gripping, ~ the- gives us .n’unute c{ctmlf»»cvcn
b certain  prool of Waliullah's  opening passages give ihe rear  the author's favourite dlS?l has
recognition as an original, crea- der an, oxcxall idea of the can= been m'en'txoncdmof the life of
Pl tive ﬁcnius. S vash “’I’m‘ re is littie food and = Syed Waliullah who enbanced
fm* It is pertinent to quéstion mnot enough land for all 111'e~e the prestige of our htcmtvw
21 why was this book so . widely  people; there is pothing behind  worldwide,
Db; \
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